STAMBOUL, IKE CITY  OF   uOSQU

hillside, to spend an hour among the leaning grave-
stones" in the shade of the cypresses. Each stone
above the grave of a man was carved with a fez, each
woman's stone with a flower; and tiny holes formed
receptacles to collect the rain-water, so that the
birds might refresh themselves above the dust of the
departed.

The great field of the dead was very tranquil that
day. I saw only two closely veiled women moving
slowly in the distance near the small tekkeh of the
Mevlevi dervishes, and an old Turk sitting with a
child, at the edge of the hill before a cafe. The wo-
men, who were shrouded in black, disappeared
among the gigantic cypresses, seeking perhaps
among the thousands of graves one stone with a
flower or a fez that was dear to their hearts because
of the sleeper beneath it* The old Turk rolled a
cigarette in his knotty fingers, looking dreamily
down at the child, who sat with his little legs under
him silently staring at the water below, upon which
no vessels, no caiques were moving. On the bare hill
to my left I saw the white gleam of the stones in a
Jewish cemetery; and, beneath, the pale curve of the
Golden Horn, ending not far off in the peace of the
desolate country. Red-roof eel Eyub, shredding out
into blanched edges of cupolas and tombs by the
sultan's landing-place, marked the base of the hill;
and, beyond, in the distance, mighty Stamboul,
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